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OHN I). ROCKEFELLER, 
by being the richest 

man in the world, enjoys 
numerous advantages, or has them, anyway, 
whether he enjoys them or not; but by 
living in the twentieth century his fame 
and distinction are purely material. About 
him there is none of the glamor of the 
supernatural. How different it might have 
been had he lived, say, five thousand 
years ago in Babylon, or Sodom, or some 
such ancient town. JOHN might have come 
down to us, immortalized, in the Old ‘les- 
tament. The other day a bolt of lightning 
viciously stabbed the church in Cleveland of 
which Brother ROCKEFELLER is a member, 
toyed with tne steeple and, entering the edifice, 
took a fall out of the Oil King’s private pew. 
Brother R. was not in his seat at the time— 


INTERESTING BUT 
NOT IMPOR'TANT. 


A. H. FOLWBLL, Editor 


@artoons and Comments 


indeed, it was not Sunday—but people who 
revel in the Old Testament way of doing 
things shook their heads mysteriously when 
they read in the papers of the lightning’s prank, 
and suggested that perhaps it was a “judg- 
ment.” erhaps it was a judgment! If the 
event had occurred in ancient days, if lightning 
from the clouds had struck and destroyed the 
seat of a potentate rich and powerful, whether 
he was in it or not, would there have been any 
“perhaps” about it? Our guess is not. In 
all likelihood the incident would still be used 
in sermons to illustrate “the wrath of God.” 
If we of to-day do not judge the lightning 
stroke in the Cleveland church to be anything 
of the kind, it is because our viewpoint is 
different. 
natural forces into melodramatic personal ven 
geance upon the part of the Deity. Not 











We do not twist the performance of 


Payable in advance. 


many folks took kindly to the idea that the San 
Francisco earthquake was God’s way of punish- 
ing California for harboring “a wicked city.” 
Nor were many willing to believe that the 
floods in the Ohio Valley last spring were part 
of a divine scheme of chastisement for some- 
thing displeasing which the people there had 
done. The authorities of Brother RocKEFEL- 
LER’s church may go about the making of 
repairs without fear of giving offense, however 
much they might have hesitated had they and 
Joun belonged to a previous age. ‘The fact 
that it was a church that was struck, and not 
a grocery or a livery-stable, is simply one of 
those freaks of chance that keep life from 
becoming monotonous. We suspect that had 
the Almighty wished to “ get” Brother JoHN in 
his pew, He would not have wasted a perfectly 
good bolt of lightning in the middle of the week. 














HERE THEY ARE! 


ICE COLD! ICE COLD! 


ICE COLD! 
AFTER THE ROAST ON THE FRONT PAGE, CONGRESS IS ENTITLED TO A FRIENDLY SUGGESTION. 

















THREE GENERATIONS OF THE BATHING-SUIT. 


HISTORY OF A JOKE. 


HERE was once a man, and he built a joke— 
A brand-new joke—and he wrote it down 
And had it published to please the folk 
In a paper printed in his own town. 


He got a few congratulations cn it. 


And there was a man, and he saw that jest, 
And he wrote it out in a rime complete; 
And he sent it east and he sent it west 
Till he sold the verse to a comic sheet. 


He got six dollars for tt. 


Axd there was a man, and he saw that rime; 
And he sat down to his keyed machine, 
And he gave it the form of a tale this time; 
And he sold the tale to a magazine. 


He got forty dollars for tt. 





And there was a man, and he saw that tale— 
The man was one of a vaudeville team— 
He extracted the joke, now weary and pale; 
And, lo! each night it ’s a reg’lar scream. 


He's making a good living out of it. 
Walter G. Doty. 
Bd 


HE HAD CONSIDERED IT. 


——* a wonder you would n’t take a notion to use soap and 
water. 
He.—I have thought of it, mum, but there’s so many kinds of soap, 


and it’s so hard to tell which is and which is not injurious to the skin, 


that I did n’t like to take any risks. 


——- to some folks, a man’s patriotism is measured in propor- 
tion to the extent of territory he wants to annex. 








he most that medicine ever does is to refund our debt to Nature at a higher 
rate of interest. 


LEST WE FORGET. 


NCE in a dog’s age, or thereabouts, Literature gets the ghost cf 

a chance. Usually the calloused heel of Commerce rests heavily on 

the neck of this fair Art,; but with the advent of a Democratic 
President better days are here. For the moment Cash is forgotten, ana 
Genius wades knee-deep in the alfalfa of glory. Walter Page at the 
Court of St. James; Nelson Page doing the 
honors at the Italian court; Henry Van — 4- 
Dyke accredited to the Dutch—these be 4. é ad 
glad tidings to the Gentle Crafters, who ot eS22 5) 
have hitherto been passed by, as to diplo- 
matic honors, in favor of well-known 
sausage-stuffers and boss piano-movers. 

Three cheers for President Wilson, 
and three rousers for us authors! 
But while we are basking in the radiance 
of these new honors let it not be forgotten that there are humbler folk 











among us who would like to go abroad at Government expense. In 
our very midst, not to say interior, are a number of unassuming authors 


that have been uplifting artistic endeavor in the Western World. What 
shall be done for them? Where shail they be sent? Not one of them 
should lack an exequatur when the exequaturs have all been dealt. 

Where shall be sent Harold Bell Wright, of whose deathless werit- 
ings a million copies are dispersed ten minutes after publication? How 
about Rumania? Ts the Rumanian post filled? Not? Then give it 
to Wright. And there is Mary McLane. Mary is a woman, to be sure, 
but she has written a book, and a book full of warmer material than any 
thing Henry Van Dyke ever served up, believe us. And being a woman 
is no honest bar. If the object of diplomacy is to get everything possible, 
at the same time giving as little as possible, there is no reason wihy men 
should monopolize this profession. 

And Dr. Jethro Butts, D.D.S.—dlet us find a post for him. His 
little monograph, “ The Super-Molar,” is a classic wherever bad teeth are 
found. It is a monumental work. He deserves Rome or Vienna, at 
least ; but he would undoubtedly be satisfied with Tampico or the Bay of 
Fundy. Let it be done. 
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PROTEST. 


kre believe me, 1 ’m_ putting it straight to you, 
You had n’t oughto abuse me this way ; 

Maybe I look like a kind of a skate to you, 
Look like a Rube from the land of the hay, 

Still, don’t forget that 1’d jump in the pond for you, 
Go any place—if you asked me to start— 

Me that threw over a peach of a blond for you; 
Don't you be shaking me, kid—have a heart! 


Kid, I don’t care for the way you ‘ve been stinging me; 
Say, on the level, it ain’t any joke; 

Gee! If I thought you'd only be stringing me. 
Honest, I'd want to go somewheres and croak! 

Listen—aw, tell me now, hon, that you’re strong for me; 
Don’t go and say that you're playin’ a part; 

Say, if you was,—they ‘d be ringing the gong for me; 
Please don’t be mean to me, kid—have a heart! 


Still, | don’t know; though I'm thinking a heap of you, 
Loving you honest and decent and square, 

Maybe I'd think it was pretty blame cheap of you 
Leading me on when you just did n't care; 

So, if you love me, you’d better be showing it; 
Cut out this funny stuff, stop being smart, 

Otherwise —take it from me—I’ll be blowing it; 
Better be good to me, kid—have a heart! 





Berton Braley. 


% 
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iNCONTESTABLE EVIDENCE. 


H* Lorpsuip.— I fahncy now, dontcherknow, that the De Peyster 
Oldingtons are one of your best American families ? 

McALLIsTeR SNogson.—Ah! Ya-as! ‘They spend the summer in 
England and the winter in the Riviera. One of the girls has married a 
count with sixteen quarterings. Another has run off with the family 
coachman, and two of the sons have fought duels over other men’s wives! 
ANS all, for companionship and general utility, it would be a good 

deal better to be cast away on a desert island with an expert burglar 
than with a dull preacher. 

















LATEST WORD IN FASHION. 


THE 


BASE INJUSTICE. 


rs. Kinpiy.-— Now, I|’ll give you a dime, poor man. 
M you will not go and get drunk with it. 

THE Poor Man (much hurt).— Lady, you do me a great wrong to 
suggest such a thing. 

Mrs. Kinp_y.—I didn’t mean to accuse you——— 

THE Poor Man.—1I'm glad of it, lady. Do I look like a man who 
could get drunk on a dime? 


But I ope 


FOUND HIS FIELD AT LAST. 


aged ‘THESPIAN.— How can that man Spouter look so prosperous, I 
wonder? He made such a horrible failure last season that he h¢ 
to leave the stage. 
SECOND THESPIAN. 
“School of Acting” now! 


Why you see, my boy, he’s running a 


| ‘HE trouble with most of us is that when we are old enough to know 
better we are too old to want to. 


MOUNTAIN VIEWS AS ADVERTISED. 











——, 






































PROSPECTIVE SUMMER BOARDER.— But you told me you had some 
fine mountain views here. Where are they? 


FARMER CORNTOSSFL. — Jest come inside a minute. 171] show yer! 


FARMER CORNTOSSEL. — There they be, b’gosh! As fine mountain 


views as ever yer see, I betcher! Views Ma and me got in ’74 when we 
y g 7 


went on our weddin’ trip to the White Mountains! 











ALL HOPE GONE. 


7 DID not dream of this!” It was on the hotel piazza and, as 
the young and beautiful girl spoke, she raised her eyes to 
the man at her side with a gasp of surprise. 

“No, Mr. Longreene,” she went on, earnestly, “during the few 
short days that we have been together, it never Once occurred to 
me that you were the sort of man who would ask my hand in mar- 
riage. 1 feel now, in the light 
of the manly and _ sincere 
declaration you have just 
made to me, that I was per- 
haps wrong in encouraging 
all those attentions which I 
attributed more to your 
naturally chivalrous nature 
than I did to the strong 
current of genuine love. 

I listened, as any foolish 
girl does, to the senti- 
ments you expressed, 
thinking that they were - 
due to the freedom of 
the sea-shore, and falsely 
giving them a much 
lighter estimate than I 
know now you meant 


































them for. Forgive me, 
pray, if I have misunderstood IN THE MODE. 
the depth and sincerity of your MRS. FLAHERTY.—Iverything is in 
character. I feel, alas! that be- black and white this saison. The paper 


side you I am indeed unworthy; says Mrs. Astherbilt wears a white peart 
. 5 in wan ear an’ a black wan in the ither, 


) iev as ave Sz : : 
but, believe me, as I have said, MRS. FLANNAGAN.—Thin Oi'm jist in 
that I did not dream of this. stvle, wid wan black eye an’ wan white 


Her companion rose sud- wan 
denly, and, turning half away, 
buried his face impetuously in his hands. “Then there is no hope 


for me?” he said hoarsely. 
“None!” replied the beautiful young creature at his side, swiftly 
moving toward him and throwing her arms around his neck. “ None 
JUST WHAT DID SHE MEAN? whatever, darling! We will be married at 8:30 in the morning, and 
: ; —_ take the first train for Niagara Falls.” 
Miss Naperty. —Ilow long were you in attendance on Mrs. Smith Pe 
before she died? 
Younc M. D.—Fourteen months! 


A NECESSARY LIMITATION. 


Miss NABERLY.—Dear me! The old lady must have had wonderful a4 _ el ” a 
vitality ! eer hat’s a most ridic ulous blunder you made, Jaggerson, 
—s in old Solidmann’s obituary. You say: * He leaves an only widow. 

RePORTER.— Well, what’s wrong with that? Most of the million- 
A BALLADE OF SUMMER TRIPS. aires who’ve died seem to have left more than one. 


OLDERS yellow and pamphlets blue, 
Widespread maps of land and sea-— HE great trouble with those of us that rob Peter to pay Paul is that 
Famed resorts are there on view, F we don't pay Paul. " 
Crested peak and daisied lea ; 
To every one I'm urged to flee 
And see the best beneath the dome— 
With each and all I quite agree 
In summer trips I take at home. 












Railroads, ships, and stage-lines, too, The old back porch hath vines—a few 
Have schedules made most With blossoms nodding down at 
wondrously ; me; 
Their “extras ’’ need large revenue, Cracked ice, some mint, a straw or two— 
Though some—like sky and air— And other things —are at my 
are free. knee. 
Those problems all I solve with glee : It's there I plan my jubilee, 
From snowy heights to breakers’ comb, Where figure wastes of salty foam 
Time, means, and measures I foresee And glens and spas of high degree 
In summer trips | take at home. In summer trips I take at home. 
ENVOI. 
Prince, when at last my dreams come true, 


And, pleasure-bent, afar I roam, 
Grant me such joy the journey through 
As marks these trips | take at home! 
Charles Moreau Harger. 


aA 


wes some folks attempt to look pleasant the effort they are 
obliged to make shows clean through. 





AT THE KNOT-HOLE. 


ROMAN URCHIN.—O-o-0-0! A lion just ate up two martyrs! 


oO” of the most entertaining sights in life is to see two people who Know 
it all attempting to instruct each other. 
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THE CARETAKERS. 





OTHER DAYS—OTHER WAYS. 


HARLES ERCANBRACH meant well, but he didn’t know. 
When he sent Senator Works of California a letter 
offering to pay one thousand dollars for a job as post- 
master of his own town, he made a serious mistake. 
He had n’t kept up with the times. His money was that 
of to-day, but his ideas went back to the heyday of 
politics, when you needed not to be ashamed to offer 
the average distinguished member of Congress anything 

from a postage-stamp to a thousand fireproof.bricks. As a result of 

his anachronism Mr Ercanbrach has been indicted for offering a bribe, 
and it is likely to go hard with him, just as it is with all the criminals 
who fail to be @ 4a mode. 

Buy Senator Works will lose nobody’s esteem by going easy on 
old Ercanbrach, ‘The old man says he saw nothing wrong in the offer 
he made; that “lots of times we carpenters pay the boss carpenter two bits 
or four bits a day to get a job, and think nothing of it.” Mr. Works’s 
personality maybe. above reproach, but he should recollect that certain 
members of the organization of which he is a member have been thought 
capable of accepting favors. It is not on record that any of them ever 
accepted one thousand dollars. Nothing is on record about it at all. 
But.there has:always been a strong suspicion on the part of the Average 
Voter that the United States Senate—or at least certain members of it— 
was actuated&by sentiments other than patriotism, religion, or a love of 
metaphysics. 

Old man Ercanbrach should be told, just as plainly as a judge 
can tell him, that he must n’t do anything so raw as to offer a United 





A 


good many people cast their bread 
toast in return after a few days. 


States Senator one thousand dollars, or ten thousand dollars, or any other 
sum of money. If he really wants to “reach” one of these representa- 
tives of popular government (and evidently he had better pick someone 
else than John D. Works) the way to do it has been clearly shown by 
the correspondence between John D. Archbold and Mr. Sibley of Penn- 
sylvania. Let him talk vaguely about “certain legislation we would not 
be displeased to see enacted.” Let him ask the Senator if there is not 
something which would lead him “to run down and see me at my office 
some day.” That’s the epistolary 


style that is more likely to suc- I ow eye? 


ceed. But, alas, even then 8 witb 
the chances are ten to one ah 4 AV. ‘ 
| ¥ Le ~4y4 


that Hearst will get hold of h\\ f 
the correspondence. | 
Freeman Tilden, 


LUKEWARM. 


set gga don’t seem 
to care much fer the 
theatre. 

Hiram.— No, he don’t. 
When I was with him in New 
York we went to one o’ them con- 
tinual performances, an’ we wasn’t 
there more’n three or four hours 
afore he got tired. 





IMMATERIAL. 


HE. — May I kiss you? 
SHE.—Goodness! What cheek! 
HE.—Kither will do 


upon the waters and expect to get milk- 








PUCK 
FEMINETTES. 


WOMAN’s kiss to a man is given for one of three reasons: Because 
she wants it, or because he wants it, or because she doesn’t want 
him to know that she doesn’t want him to want it. 





There should be a Society-for the Prevention of Cruel Kindness by 
Mothers to an Only Child 





Bad 


HELENA SCHWARTZ. 


™ HE Jacobsons got Helena Schwarts in Germany twenty years ago. 
They picked her when she was young and made her their cook, 
and when she was older she did not depart from their ways. 
She never gossipped s she never demanded three afternoons eff per week ; 
and she never divided petty graft with the butcher and milkmar 
is a wonder. And do the Jacobsons know it? Deo 
they appreciate this Tiffany of the kitchen? — They de. 
The other night, at 340 West Forty- Seventh Strect, 
New York City, they gave Helena Schwarts a 
party. She invited her friends, and the Jacob 
sons invited theirs. And no doubt Helena’s 
Jriends treated the Jacobson's friends as 
nicely as though they had known them 


She 








all their lives. 

Twenty years is a long time. Jt 
is a long time for any employee to stick 
to the Job. But when it comes to 
cooks, twenty years is an con, Tele na’s 








FITTING AND O ; ‘ 
, D PROPER first davs of service are to the present 
Srupi1o Vistror.—Why did you make ‘* Echo” a woman? as the Jurassic Age to the Woolworth 


SCULPTOR. —Does n’t ‘* Echo” always have the last word ? Building. Think of the rapid suc- 
cession of Swedes, Finns, Barbadians, 
and Trishers that have adorned your 
“WHAT MEANS IT ALL?’* kitchen for four, eight, sixteen, or at 
sla ot sa ace most thirty-two days, and then quit with 
S ONE who cleaves the circumambient air, Six Spoons and a snecr—and then think of Flelena Schwarts, flossing 





Seeking in azure what it lacks in space, : , - : . 
( And sees a young and finely-chis : i fa buckwheat cakes and rechauffing cold bits for twenty years at the ola 
d sees a yo , anc -chiseled face wit . le 
? ” , ; wobson stand. Zis a marvel 
Filled with foretastes of wisdom yet more rare; Sac philegiiens of pine eps : 

a sai » ic orthy — a0 
Touching and yet untouched — unmeasured grace! This woman is wort y lo be car ved wn bronze. Let there be, in 
later years, when Helena has broiled her last sirloin, a statue to her 


A breathing credo and a living prayer 
Yet, all of the earth, still earthly ; debonair 
The while in heaven it seeketh for a place: 


memory. Let some Rodin do it, in his powerful, sweeping, meaningful 
way. Let it rear its imposing figure where all householders shall pass it 
and uncover as they pass. If this statue is the work of a master, he will 
of course need no suggestion from us. But, in case it should be awarded 


So thy dear eyes and thy kind lips but say 8 
Ere from his cerements gray Time seems to flit: to some lesser sculptor, we would remind him to bear in mind one note. 
“ What of the reaper grim with sickle keen?” Simplicity. Let the figure be pronouncedly Teutonic. Her attitude is one 


She smiles a smile of self-confidence. And she leans back 


And then the sunlight ushers in new day of ease. 
And for our tasks our bodies seem more fit— gracefully against a gas-range. That's enough. 


“ Might of the night, unfleeing, sight unseen.” 


Bad 


*(Guesses at the meaning of this lovely and entirely hand-made maga- 


zine sonnet should be addressed to the author, and one or more two-cent stamps O MATTER how 1 th ye *x - ay hav ; y : 
shout scccmmany Gade guess, The cuther ensues the tight wide e fow N M! nuch your experience may have cost, you can’t 
guesses himself, although he is not much at riddle solving bring it back to be exchanged for some other kind. 


SUBSEQUENT HISTORY OF JONAH AND THE WHALE. 




















Jonan.—Back to the cave! I did n’t know when I was well off! 


Cuorus.—Oh, girls! What a delightful surprise! A man! 





~—- Prepare yourself for a great 
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DOING AT WASHINGTON. 


If for a great joy. I think it’s going to be twins. 



































Lo, the poor Indian! Poor, did we say? 
Not with a World-Series purse on the way. 
Bender his name is; at twirling a crack; 
Brave in the tribe of the Chief Conniemack. 


TO HER—APOLOGETICALLY. 


LONG beneath thy window, Sweet, 

To sing and sigh; 

Men did such things in golden days, 
And why not I? 















A minstrel wrapped him in his cloak 
And tuned his lute 
To sweetness, till the whole world 
lay 
In rapture mute. 


Shall | do so? On mandolin 

I play but illy, 
And gardens now, at midnight’s hour, 
Oli SSE Are damp and chilly. 


So far as verses go Ill match 

Those early lubbers; 
But should | sing thy matchless praise 
| 1’d wear my rubbers. 


And then, another point or two 
1 fain would show ’em: 

1’ have an editor in view 
To buy my poem. 


HARDENED. 


CLARENCE.— What does your father think 


Let not my careful passion, then, 
Move you to laughter; of me? 
Remember, men are scarce and need 


Much looking after. G: D. G. about anything! 


facts outnumber historical falsehoods. 


V1io_LeET.— Pops? Oh, Pops never worries 
P P 


Can "s room for an honest difference of opinion 







































Napoleon, for many years a leader of the push, 

Went back at last; he finished in the St. Helena bush. 
Napoleon, his namesake, whom the rooters call “Lajoy,”’ 
Is as distant from the bushes as when he was a boy. 


THEIR ERRAND. 


“H"’ you got him?” asked the leader of the 

White Caps. 

“ Here he is,” answered one of the band, in 
a muffled tone. 

An old man, with long white hair and beard, 
stood trembling before them. . 
‘What have I done?” he asked. 

‘‘Listen,” said the leader. ‘Years ago you 
made an election bet. You promised that 
if your candidate was defeated you would 
never again shave nor have your hair cut.” 
“T have kept my promise,” faltered 
the old man. 
“Yes, you consarned fool, you have! 
We don’t want such idiots in this county.” 
“But you would n’t tar-and-feather a 
man for that?” 
“Tar-and-feather nothing!” said the 
leader. ‘We're going to give you a shave 
and a hair-cut. Sit down and let the barber 


'”? 


start right in! 


SECURE. 


B yg teers ’s go down to Tom _ Jones’s 

house an’ play. 

Bopsy.— But Mamma told us to stay right 
here at home. 

Jimmy. — Oh, that’s all right; her new 
bonnet’s just came. 


as to whether historical 


















= ; A TRUTHFUL SAW. 
| \HEN church is out, and Jack and Jill 


In linked seclusion stray, 
It takes them two long, lonely hours 
To pick their homeward way; 
And as it’s scarcely half a mile, 
No reason can | find 
Why it should take so very long, 
Except that “love is blind.” 






Pd 


THE 


RULING PASSION. 


He (proudly ).— And this is a masterpiece of Rembrandt! 
Visrror.— Great Scott, man! What is that unsightly 
hole in the corner? It spoils the whole picture. 
Host.— Well, you see; my wife is an autograph col- 
lector, and she would n’t rest until she cut the signature out 
ind pasted it in her album. 


oopeR.—I say, Hooper, was Dr. Blinker guilty of a joke 
> in his prayer for our public officials this morning ? 

Hooper.— How? 

Cooper.— Did n’t you notice that he prayed for the blessing of the 
Lord upon those who guyed the people ? 


HER SOLE QUALIFICATION. 


M**: BaGcrox.—Tell me, Professor, will my daughter ever become a 
great pianist ? 
HERR VOGLESCHNITZLE.—I gannot dell. 
Mrs. Bacrox.— But has she none of the qualifications necessary 
for a good musician ? 
HeRR VOGLESCHNITZLE.—Ach! Yah, Matam; she has two handts! 


A GROSS INDIGNITY. 
‘6 Le Cadwalladah Lee Jackson, come heah to yo’ muddah dis minnit 
an’ tell her what yo’’s cryin’ foh?” 
“Dem boys over yander is callin’ me a Sheeny Mick!” 





ALL 


GaypboG (who has taken a few friends on a little cruise) 





learned that my wife has eloped with my chauffeur! 
AGon1zeED CHorRus.—But think of us! 








VEILED SARCASM. = _—_ 





AT SEA. 
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AUTO SUGGESFION. k. 
Wuy nor MAKE USE OF Your ‘‘ BatrH-TuB MODEL” IN THIS Way? _ 
ty 
ames —— N 


GOING BY AUTHORITY. 
IM Jackson.—No, sah—yo’ don’t ketch dis coon wukkin’ on a rainy 
day like dis! 
SQUIRE HENNERY (astounded).- 


Jim JACKSON 


’nuff foh me! 


Rainy ? 
-Wal. dat’s wot de almanac says, an’ dat’s good 


VERY PROBABLE. 


; was an unfortunate thing the devil tempted Eve in the 
form of a serpent. 
BireLeIGH.—In what way ? 
LireELEIGH.—Well, if he had approached her in 
mouse, Adam would never have tasted that apple. 


the form of a 








Boys, I’m sorry; we’ll have to turn back—lI ’ve just 





We can’t go back; our wives have n't! 


| 


i 
i } | | HH 
! 








i SS 
ee. 


Mo agh- ts . 


PAW ATS: 


NN a ee 
TT eae 
i 


i * 


Barley Fields 
Bring Health 


The strength of all nature is 
found in every kernel of Barley 
entering into the brewing of 


Budweiser 


‘‘The Friend of the American Farmer’’ 


The tonic properties- of the 
finest Saazer Hops properly blended 
with selected Barley 
make Budweiser alive 
with health and vigor. 
Bottled only at the home 
plant in St. Louis 
Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis 
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PARTLY New, 
Visiror.—That handsome painting is by an Old Master, I see. 
Mrs. McSuoppie (afpologetically ).—Y-e-s, but the frame is new.—Zx. 


AFTER citing numberless ills and receiving the physician’s prescription, 


she finally arose to leave the office. 


around and remarked slowly: “And, doctor, I hear strange sounds in my ears.’ 


As she reached the door she turned 


’ 


“Well, where else do you expect to hear them?” answered the tired phy- 


sician.— Brooklyn Life. 
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MANHATTAN BEACH 


DINE AT THE FAMOUS 
OUTDOOR RESTAURANT 


“New York’s Most Popular and 
Fashionable Reso-t by the Sea.” 


“An Oriental 
spacious veranda to the accompaniment of 
delightful music is a memorable pleasure 
of the Summer Season. 

Average temperature 70 degrees, half- 
hour by train, one hour by auto. 


Unsurpassed Surf Bathing, 


Tennis Courts, Deep Sea Fishing, 
Boating, Sailing. 





Dinner” served on the 


ORIENTAL HOTEL 


Now Open. European Pian. 
Concerts by Mercadante’s Orchestra, 


Auto roads direct to hotel entrance. 
Garage and parking 
accommodations. 


JOSEPH P. GREAVES, Manager. 






FuLtz Has THE FLOOR. 


[The Baseball Players’ fraternity asks the 
national committee to remove the ads from 
baseball park scoreboards.—News Jtem. } 


| The baseball player moaned in woe, 
| And thus his ranting ran: 
‘* Those gruesome ads. may get the dough, 
But they sure crab my batting, Joe, 
And likewise get my Nan. 


| ‘Just pipe that hellish corn salve ad. 
In forty color schemes; 
And just below it: ‘Grab the Fad; 
| Eat Plunkem’s Prunes if You’d Be Glad 
And Dream Sweet Pruny Dreams.’ 





** And over there on left-field fence: 
‘The Daily Bread’s the Sheet 

That Prints the Stuff with Most Offense 

And Sells for Only Two Thin Pence— 
And Scandal Is Our Meat.’ 


‘*And to the right: ‘What Kind of Hose 
Have You Got on Your Pins?’ 
‘Wear Skinnem’s Skin - Tight Snifty 
Clothes,’ 
‘ Use Kill-the-Smell Between Your Toes,’ 
And ‘ Fittem on Your Fins.’ 


‘** Wear Snookum’s Cerise Underduds, 
And Kootem’s Rubber Socks; 
And Sport Oid Fakem’s Smelless Buds 
And Eat Doc Killjoy’s Eyeless Spuds 
And Buy Ike’s Hockless Rocks.’ ”’ 
—Chicago Recoid-Herald. 


| FrRienp.—Why, Elvira, what’s the 
matter ? 

Exvira.—I don’t know, only I’m} 
| worried to death! I’ve had the same | 
girl six weeks, and she doesn’t talk 
| about leaving vet! 
| FRrienp.—She does n't? 

Etvira.—No, not a word! She 
must be in love with my husband! — 
London Opinion, 


or Side-line, should carry our fast selling 
pocket side-line. Special sales plan allowing 
return of unsold goods. Makes quick easy 
sales. $4.00 commission on each order. SOME- 
THING ENTIRELY NEW. Write for outfit to-day. 


CANFIELD MFG. CO., 208 Sigel St., Chicago, Ill. 


Gor Sie making small towns, Whole Time 





Try One of Our 
Dry Varieties 


Martini—Regular 
Martini—Dry (medium) 
Martini—Brut (very dry) 
Manhattan—Regular 
Manhattan—Dry 


At all dealers 
G.F.Heublein 


Bro. 
Sole Prop’s. 
Hartford 












HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street ¢ xew Yous 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street. } 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


HINT 10 THE MARRIED. 
STELLA.—Some say the high cost of 
living is due to lack of producers. 
Bre_tta.—I find the best way to 
make ’em produce is to go home to 
mother.— Zhe Sun. 


MARINE VIEW. 


f | ; a a je Ll 
l | fe file) 


{{} 


ih 


i\ 


li Wak 


j 


| 


| 





Y VJ Wi a 
W aM yi: 
Ty m™ Kozan. 














PEPERL IN DANGER.—Fiiegende Blatter. 





Florida East Coast Hote! Co. 


"elephone 1000 Coney Island. Every iover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 


bott’s Bitters be nsed in making it; insures your getting 
the very best. CU. W. Abbott & Uo., Baltimore, Md. 











A safe drink 
A good drink 
cool drink 
A long drink 


THose Were tHe Happy Days, | UARAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AA AAA DAD AAA dA da ddd dh ddl 


In the days of Machiavelli 


lad 

Were their vehicles so smelly? 
BALTIMORE : 
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In the days of Marcus Drusus 
Did they read about Bull Moosers? 
Had no B. M. Party. 





In the davs of Nell of Troy 
Did the end-seat hog annoy? 


No buzz wagons then. 
He did n't exist. 4 
Had they when lived Alexander 
RIPENED 


BY MATURITY, IN 
ABSOLUTE PURITY 


Ragtime tunes to raise their dander? 
They escaped that. 








Tn the davs of Zerubbabel 
Did the Beef Trust soak the rabble? 
Lucky rabble, no! 
—Boston Transcript 


Helps Health 
Promotes Comfort 
Relieves Thirst 
Revives Energy 
Delights Senses 


Yours with pleasure 
Cities, Towns, and Hamlets 


©. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y¥. 

















Sold at all first-class cafés 
anc by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md, 





INDIFFERENT. 


LANDLapy.—Will you take tea or 
coffee ? | 
as BoarDeR.—Whichever you call it. 

Once when John S. Sargent, the | —London Opinion. ‘ 
famous painter, was at a banquet, a | 


Ir Wasn’r Likt SARGENT. 





«“ My young man’s a real gent,” said Sadie the Saleslady, shifting her cud 
of chewing-gum. ‘He never blows his soup like a common person—he always 
fans it with his hat.” —Punch Bowl. 


young lady whom he knew very well 


said to him: * Oh, Mr. Sargent, I saw SYMPATHY. 





vour latest painting, and kissed it be- | “Macam,” said Plodding Pete, «I 
2 cause it was so much like you.” | once had a wife and family, but I IT HAPPENED in Topeka. Three clothing stores are on the same block. 
“And did it kiss you in return?” could n't be contented, so I left home.” | One morning the middle proprietor saw to the right of him a big sign— 
“Why, no.” “Well, here’s a chicken sandwich “BANKRUPT SALE,” and to the left—‘*cLosiInG OUT aT cost.” ‘Iwenty 
“Then,” replied Mr. Sargent, “it | for you. Very few husbands are so minutes later there appeared over his own door, in larger letters—‘‘ MAIN 
was n’t like me.” —Zxchange. considerate.” — Chicago News. . ENTRANCE.” —£verybody’s. 
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Twenty Thrilling Tales |f; 
J} at 50c on the $1.00 | < 


These are historical romances in a real sense—strong, vivid stories full of action, conflict, 
and constantly sustained interest. "They have aroused more ‘attention and been the subject of more talk 
than any other historical novels written since the elder Dumas 















































laid down th n. i ic 
e pe The deeds and the people with which they TITLES OF THE 
deal are such that most persons of ordinary culture are somewhat 20 VOLUMES 
ashamed to be ignorant of them. ‘* Human interest’’ always Nesel he O - Prussi 
“ange : : f ) : 
prevails in these volumes and has given them their steadfast Napoleon and the Queen of Prussia 
‘ The Empress Josephine 
popularity. Napoleon and Bluecher 
Queen Hortense 
. . 7 . . 
Fascinatin Fi ures of the Past Marie Antoinette and Her Son 
‘ . “ her 
| Prince Eugene and His Times 
7 Here we meet Marie Artoinette, the ill-fated queen, centre The Daughter'of an Empress 
? q ’ if 2 
4 of the most brilliant court in Europe, hurled from her throne by Joseph I. and His Court 
the rude hand of revolution, and passing, *mid the derisive roar Frederick the Great and His Court 
of the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotine. Here, also, Berlin and Sans-Souci 
we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who, Frederick the Great and His Family 
A aettliniieieeest 0 * Fo 4qeve, though he was endeared to his subjects as ‘‘ Old Fritz,’’ detested Goethe and Schiller 
oe = _—_— ; things German, always spoke French, and was not only the The Merchant of Berlin 
=—— greatest general of his century, but played the flute like a master; Louise of Prussia and Her Times 
Andreas Hofer, the Tyrolese patriot, who in his mountain passes Old Fritz and the New Era 
aes oe ee , : with his little army for years defied the French and Bavarian Andreas Hofer 
Nervous PERFORMER Ar Country CONCERT. —I ‘aven’t forces sent to crush him; Napoleon (The ‘‘ Little Corporal,’’) | Mohammed Ali and His House 
—never—sung to a pyanner bevore, but I dessay we'll get on commanding victorious hosts and bidding pathetic: farewell to the Henry VIII. and Catherine Parr 
all right if ye can just play the ‘igh notes a bit low.— Punch. Old Guard—the Old Guard that could die but never surrender. Youth of the Great Elector 
. . Around such great historical personages hundreds of minor char- Reign of the Great Elector 
an Soe acters play their parts in these absorbing dramas. The books are printed upon extra quality 
Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Ritters is made of paper from easy-to-read type, are attractive- 
ee ee eaten ate. yore ge Write Us At Once—To-day ly a and pone ape by 
adie somd . _ . , sie ~~ oo and ornaments are stamped in gold on e 
— —_ The siee ’ x7 
——— This is the complete twenty-volume (20-vol.) edition, fresh a, The size of the volumes is 5'@x7}6 
} . g sets of which with a handome new back-stamp in gold design ‘ 
h I'wo constituents of the late Senator Clay, of Georgia, have just come from the binders. The books are illustrated by 
arrived in Washington one day with a model for some sort of 40 epee ne ts Saar Rog pa HJ offering the entire set oe 
F : PL . .. oO i i f -50. If you are satisfied . PUCK 
machine that would revolutionize something or other. They at the special reduced price o — 
7“ 4 me . , : Ip tl ‘bp iA k with the books you pay us only $1.00 down upon acceptance, The University Society, New York 
asked Senator Clay to help them get it patented. _ and thereafter $2.00 per month until the purchase price has You may send me for inspection, charges prepaid, 
or so later the inventors visited the Senator and said: been paid. If not, notify us and the books may be returned Se ee teen cia” dees ae 
° . . ess . . : . ED, < 18., . f ton, 
“Senator, we're. getting tired waiting for our patent. at our — = om a ae = obligation — if I decide to keep it I shall pay you $1.00 on accept- 
Has n’t that examiner examined our device ret?” ever. ese DOOKS have delig te thopsands at prices as 1g) ance and $2 00 a month thereafter until $23.59 has 
“Ble hee.” reolied Clay ) as $50.00—remember our price: only $23.50. Now is J een Mgt wry Ay ht > 
¥ Ti oa a I ay - the time to act. Send in the coupon to-day. elietmes, a 
1en what did he say? 
. ~ . . e e . 
“ He said,” replied the Senator gravely, “he said this to me: The University Society RI acini dilaccbiice somsnsinaccniabeesaaee 
‘Senator Clay, if it wasn’t for you I wouldn't even look at this 44-60 E. 23rd St., New York 
Shing—for it ain’t worth a damn!’"—Saturday Evening Post. Ce 
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q VE purchased a wee little portable home 
For myself and my portable wife; 

And we hope to convey it wherever we roam 
During all of our portable life. 

We hook it together the cunningest way 
As a Shield from the wind and the rain; 

But if the location ’s unpleasant to stay, 
Why, we simply unhook it again. 

It packs in a cute little portable crate; 
Has a roof that no climate can scorch; 

With a movable chimney that simply is great, 
And a dear little portable porch! 

We fold our piazza up snugly each night, 
Then we button the little front door; 

And nestle inside so cosy and tight — 
What mortal could hunger for more? 

In winter or summer there ’s never a care, 
By a river, or mountain, or sea; 

We can turn it about to the sunlight or air 
Wherever we happen to be. 

Suburban discomforts can cause us no pain, 
Or. disputes between me and my spouse 
As to whether I dail) shall ride on a train— 
For we a/ways commute with the house. 
Sihg ho! for the man with the portable nest, 
And delights of the fellow who spends 

A part of his cash on a hut—and the rest 
On himself and his portable friends! 
Sing hey! for the wee little portable. home, 






































For myself and my portable wife; li. 
For we hope to convey it wherever we roam An awful disaster has happened to us, 
During all of our portable life. So I tell it as warning to all; 


Lest they get in a terrible, terrible muss, 
And their etherized castles should fall. 

Some curséd unknown (how the fancy excites 
Both myself and my portable spouse!) 

Snooked up in a storm, on the darkest of nights, 
And unbuttoned our portable house! 





Kenneth F. H. Underwoed. 
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' Old OverholtRye } 


"Mellow as old reco'lections; fra- 
| | grant as the rose of yesterday." 
| The whiskey that has retained 
| its reputation for «ver a century. 
Aged in wood and bottled 


in bond. 
A. Overholt & Co. 











Gor A CoLp Porato. 

“JT oness I'll get out of business,” 
said the salesman, dolefully. * 1 ’m too 
unsophisticated. | made arrangements 
with a firm for exclusive territory in 
the sale of Japanese art.” 

“ What happened ?” 

“They gave me 
Washington Star 


California.” — 


He.—The biggest roughnecks always 
get the prettiest girls. 

Suk.— Now you’re trying to flatter 
me.— Zhe Sphinx. 


“Ts your daughter musical ?” 

“Well,” replied Mr. Cumrox, ‘she 
seems So in conversation, but when she 
sings opinions differ.” — Vash. Star. 


Mamie.—Gertrude is padding her 
thesis with a lot of irrelevant material. 
Dororuy (sixteen ).—Hum! I had 
my suspicions all the time.—Chafparra/. 





**Same for 100 Years’’ \\\ 





Rapip ReEvIsIoNn. 
*“ Bloob has turned Cubist.” 
* Rot!” 
“Sold his first picture for a thou- 
sand.” 
“Fine!"—Fiain Dealer. 


Boy.—Quick! Bring a hambulance 
down to Paradise Court. 
POLICEMAN.— What for? 


Boy.—-Mrs. Murphy caught another 
liiy sneakin’ ’er broom.—. Sketch. 

Tommy.— Pep, what is a diplomat ? 

Tommy's) Por A diplomat, my 


son, is a man who remembers every 
woman’s birthday, but forgets her age. 


—Thili rdelph ta Record, 


He held the maiden’s hand and said: 
“May I the qnestion pop?” 
She coyly bent her pretly head 
“You'd better question pep.” 
Cornell Widov. 
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TRAINSICKN 
Prevented—Stopped 


OTHERSILL'S, after thorough tests, is 
M now Officially adopted by practically all 
the Great Lakes and New York Steamship 
Companies running south, and many ‘Traus- 
atlantic lines. 

Four years ago Mr. Mothersill gave a per- 
sonal demonstration of his remedy on the Ene- 
lish Channel, Irish Sea, and the Baltic, aud 
received unqualified endorsement from leading 
papers and such people as Bishop Taylor Smith, 
Lord Northcliff, and hosts of doctors, bankers, 
and professional men. Letters from personages 
of international renown — people we all know 
— together with much valuable information, 
are contained in an attractive booklet, which 
will be sent free upon receipt of your name and 
address. 

Mothersill’s is guaranteed not to contain 
cocaine, morphine, opium, chloral, or any coal- 
tar products. 60 cent box is sufficient for twenty- 
four hours. $1.00 box for a Transatlantic voy- 
age. Your druggist keeps Mothersill’s or will 
obtain it for you from his wholesaler. If 
you have any trouble getting the genuine, send 
direct to the Mothersill Remedy Co., 442 Scherer 
Bldg., Detroit, Mich. Also at 19 St. Bride 
Street, London; Montreal, New York, Puris, 
Milan, Hamburg. 





SCHOOLMASTER. —Now, William, can you tell me what a vacuum is? 
WILLIAM.—A vacuum is an empty place where the Pope lives! 
—London Opinion 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 


“Its Purity Has 


Made It 


Famous.” 


50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 
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The Outlet 


\\ 
\\ } 


From the Crowded Cities | 
| to the Hard White Beaches 
of the New Jersey Coast | 


\ To the| Famous “Forty” stretches 
of \smooth sand and restless 
sea—the finest Bathing 
Beaches in the world. 


‘To the n erous bays, inlets and 
\. thoroughfares, with yachting, 
fishing, crabbing galore. 


The sp endid acilities and the excellent train 
vicé pf the Pennsylvania System, 
wonderful resorts within easy 


li parts of inland America. 












bix nes 


reath o 


x 





any Pennsylvania Railroad 
agent for time tables of } 
convenient train ser- 
vice, and rates of fare. 





PRODIGAL. 


AN ADAPTABLE 

A man who lived in Raleigh, North Carolina, fell heir to about fifteen 
thousand dollars and immediately spent it in high living. A second and a third 
good-sized sum of money came to him, and each time he played prodigal son 
until he was without funds, 

Oneday Josephus Daniels, now Secretary of the Navy, met this man on the 
street in Raleigh. ‘The prodigal was in rags, looked hungry, and was evidently 
in very hard case. 

“It seems to me that you must have a tough time,” 
do you stand it after the good living, luxuries, and fine clothes you have been 
accustomed to?” 

“Mr. Daniels,” the man replied, “I'll tell you how I do it: I have made 
arrangements to get along withoat what I can’t get.”— Saturday Evening Tost 


said Daniels. ‘“‘ How 


A RING at the telephone drew the office-boy. “Lady to talk to you, sir,’ 
he said to the senior partner. 

The senior partner took up the receiver, and stood at the ’phone for 
several minutes. ‘Then he laid the receiver down, and went back to his desk. 
Twenty minutes later he raised the receiver, said a few words, and presently 
hung up. Then he turned to his partner. “It was my wife,” he explained. 
“She was still talking and hadn’t missed me.”—Argonaut. 
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Bottled only by the Brewers 


| Gmperial, Beadleston & Woerz, 
= seer NEW YORK 





























